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Author's Notes: 
Because | love blowjob fics, all steamy xD 


He's the innocent boy, with the pretty baby face and the huge chocolate brown doe eyes, long lashes fanning 
over his cheeks. People would be shocked over how well he fakes it, that childish naivety feigned. He's far from 
innocent beneth it all. If you could only see him now, strands of sandy brown and honey blonde spilling across 
my lap, devouring me like he needs my cock like he needs air to breathe. And by God, he's amazing at giving 
head, he knows just how | like it. 


| couldn't keep track on how good he is at teasing me, bringing me just to the edge and making me feel the 

first tingles of my orgasm as the pleasure pulls into my groin, before bringing me back to reality, smy dick 
still hard as a rock, throbbing with the need for release. Aching, and man is it torture to watch those sore, 
pinkish lips stretch around me, moving up and down and leaving behind glistening sheens of saliva to wet my 


shaft. I's heaven watching myself glide in and out of his eager, willing mouth. 


Its even better because | know how much he enjoys blowing me, how desperate he is to feel me spill my 


creamy seed down his throat, and he never fails to swallow. | know he loves the taste, he's never indicated 
otherwise, on the contrary he seems to rever it, hungryfor the next time he can get a chance to suck me off 


and drink my load. 


| let my hands slide into his soft, silky strands, tangling my long fingers in them, giving a gentle tug and | grasp 
his head, his scalp against my fingertips. He moans, the sound reverberating through my sensitive hardness 
and making me shudder. | know he wants me to fuck his mouth, he's trembling with anticipation, eyes fluttering 
shut and cheeks flushed crimson, beads of sweat trailing down his forehead. | don't have to see his crotch to 
be aware of the bulge tenting his jeans. 


| push him downwards, feel his tongue needily lap all over the satiny smooth flesh of my cock as he descends, 
along the fat vein straining along the underside and it drags a guttural groan from me, makes me ball my fists 
and | push him down in one go. He makes a choking noise but doesn't try to move away, doesn't struggle as | 
feel his wet, tender lips brush against the base of my hardness and | pay attention to the way his big nose is 
nustled into my own ginger pubes. | feel him breathe as deeply as he can through a mouth and throat full of 
cock, | know how he loves the scent of musk and arousal filling his lungs. He's fucking kinky. 


| pause, relishing in the sensation of having his mouth completely surrounding my erection, | know I'm leaking, 
and | know he's eager to be able to taste a small tang of me, a promise of what's coming (no pun intended). It 
gives him all the encouragement he needs to achieve his goal and make me lose it. | know he loves to please, he 
loves to be on his knees and satisfy me to his best extents. His warm, callused hands reach up to encompass 
my hips, and | know what that means. | know it's his way of giving me permission to do what | want, his jaw 


going slack around me. | won't waste the opportunity, | never do. 


Grabbing his cheeks, | dig my nails into the skin, not caring whether | leave bruises and cuts, and | know it only 
intensifies the experience for him. | can feel his hot breath whispering across my slick dick, | already know he's 
jerking himself for all he's worth, | notice it out of the corner of my eye as | slip deeper into that glorious 
mouth. | thrust hard, the head of my cock pushing against the back of his throat, and each time he swallows 
around me. Fuck, it feels so good, it's like I'm losing my mind, my knees bucking and | would have gone down had 


| been standing upright. He's definitely the best | ever had, | never got as good head from anyone else. 


| can't hold back, and | won't, | know he's looking forward to my release, and | can feel it closing in | feel the 
buzz of my blood roaring through my ears, the heat of pure lust settling as a pulsing knot in my groin, making 
my dick feel like it's going to burst, balls so tight it nearly hurts. He's driving me insane, and still it's not 
enough. | grab him by the ears and my nails break the skin, he knows it's his cue and what | want next. His 
tongue slithers around my length, driving me to the edge and as he reaches the puffy head, he gives it a quick 
bite. 


| yelp, but it does the trick. Tugging him down so | can bury my cock down his tight throat, | fall over the 
edge, thigh muscles spasming and hips stuttering, | feel the climax race through me, my blood boiling, and with 
a growl, my sticky white liquid spills into his waiting mouth. He grunts, letting out a muffled whine and | look 
down just in time to catch the sight of his own juices coating his fingers. 


He continues to tenderly suck at my length as | go limp, body trembling with aftershocks, before | move away, 
head falling back against the couch and wobbly legs stretching out to their full lengths at his sides, toes still 

curled. | don't care when or where, I'll always accept is warm, wet, gifted mouth. No one gives me orgasms as 
satisfying as he does, not even near. It's great to have him back, I've missed his scent of honey and spice, his 


tight hot ass, his wet needy mouth and feverish kisses. 


| sneer down at him, but it's a tender sneer as one shivering hand comes out to affectionately caress his soft 
hair. His eyes are shut, savouring the taste of the seed he's been fed, always the swallower. He still swallows, 
goddamn it, and he never complains. Even Pam won't take my load, she'd rather spit, but he drinks it like it's 
holy water, like it's a fresh spring in the desert found my a dying man. | listen to him purr, watch him lick 
away the last traces of stickiness from the corners of his lips with his pink tongue, looking like a cat who's 
gotten the canary. 


‘| love your mouth, | rasp, having to clear my throat when it's hoarse, opening my eyes and pushing my 


strawberry blond curls out of my face, feeling the dampness of sweat cooling on my forehead. 


His head nuzzles up against my thigh, cheek rested against the rough skin of undone jeans, my cock still free 


from its confines although soft. He carefully tucks me back in, he always was gentle beyond compared. 


‘| know you do, you love of all of me, he murmurs, giving the head of my cock one last kiss that makes me 
gasp as the skin is overly sensitized, but damn he's right, the smile on his lips lets me know he's aware of it 


as well. 


‘You know me too well, Junior, | do love you, | tease him by using his nickname, offically he's no longer Junior, 


but intimately he'll always be to me. 


He pouts at the use of the name, but | see his eyes sparkle, I've made it a rule to tell him those three words 
as often as possible, | refuse to repeat last time's mistakes. | refuse to see him go again because of my being 
too col, too cruel and too scarce with appreciating him by showing my love, telling him how | feel. I'll make sure 


he stays the one who came back. 


‘| know, that's why | love you too, asshole,’ he grins, licking his swollen, reddened lips one more time and wiping 


away the slight wetness glistening at the corners of his dark eyes. 


